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which he continued to disregard. Suddenly she broke off
and, covering her face, fled towards the door. There she
turned and confronted him, her eyes distended and her
lower jaw moving laterally to and fro. "Do you know what
else they have hidden from you?'' she cried. "Do you know
what else? Ludendorff has been dismissed. There's a mutiny
at Kiel. And now the Emperor has run away. He is going
to the Bentincks at Amerongen. He has left your army to
fend for itself. Do you disbelieve that? Do you think I'm
lying now?" She swayed, watching him, waiting for the
effect of her words; then, all the fierceness being suddenly
emptied from her, she was filled with remorse, and tears
began to flow down her cheeks. At last, in terror of herself
and of what she had done, she pressed her knuckles into
the sides of her mouth, and twisted her head and shoulders
away from him, and went out.

It became plain to Narwitz on the evening of that day
that he had not long to wait. On the lassitude following
the next attack, he would go out as on a tide, and would
go out alone* The thought of frightened and embarrassed
people gathered round his bed to watch him die was deeply
repugnant to him. He said this to Julie, and, when she
asked whether she might not be with him at the end, he
replied that they had already said farewell to each other
and that he wished, if the nurse and doctor could be ex-
cluded, to endure the final pang in solitude.

While the November days went by, it seemed to him
that he lay in a womb, eager for the summons of birth.
His mind, though streaked with premonitions of the life
he was about to enter, was deeply coloured by memories of
the past. Still he asked for news, and the spread of revolt,
first to Hamburg, Liibeck and Bremen, then to Leipzig
and Munich themselves, was admitted to him. But the
names of the Centre and the South fell away. He had
returned to the country and the marshes familiar to his
childhood. He was astride a great horse of his father's,
feeling the stretch of his legs and rocking in the saddle
because he could get no grip on it. He was out in the woods,